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stein on the Lake of Lucerne, but here they are much
smaller and less rugged. Late in the evening, just
as it was getting dusk, I returned delighted with my
afternoon, although my mind often wandered back to
the reception I ought to have been enjoying at Naum-
burg.1 A little child with flaxen hair was looking
about for nuts, and was very amusing. At last an
aged couple came towards me, father and daughter.
They had a few words to ^ay, and listened in turn.
He was a very old, hoary cabinet maker, had been in
Naumburg fifty-two years ago while on his wander-
ings, and remembered a very hot day there. His son
has been a missionary in India since 1858, and is ex-
pected to come to Chur next year in order to see his
father once more. The daughter said she had often
been to Egypt, and spoke of Bale as an unpleasant,
hot, and stuffy town. I accompanied the good old
hobbling couple a little further. Then I returned to
dinner at my hotel, where I found one or two com-
panions ready for the Spliigen tour on the morrow.
On Monday I rose at 4 a. in., the diligence being timed
to leave just after 5. Before we left we had to sit
in an evil-smelling waiting room, among a number of
peasants from Graubtinden and Tessin. But at this
early hour man is in any case a disagreeable creature.
11 was released by the departure of the diligence, for
I had arranged with the conductor to occupy his seat
high up on the top of the conveyance. There I was

*Note by E.F.N.: "The touching: letter from our dear
mother is still extant in which she expresses her disappoint-
ment over the fact that after she had made all kinds of prepa-
rations, a letter came instead of her son.'8